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A.DDIIESS. 



My Friends! 

We are assembled for the performance of a service 
dignified and grave, yet by no means sad, — to consecrate 
a resting-place for those who sleep. The spot is singu- 
larly beautiful, and all the better adapted to the purpose 
for which, henceforth, it is to be held sacred. A sweet 
picture, on which time works no decay, leaves not a 
single faded tint ; just now re-touched by the great Mas- 
ter, living and lustrous in its summer glory, as fresh as 
when it came new from that great Master's hand. A pic- 
ture which was not finished in a day. These hills, with 
their graceful undulations and ample curves, sloping to 
the lake — bright mirror for the morning star, " Winni- 
kening," smile of the great Spirit, — gray rocks with their 
mossy beard, and trees, sweet chesnut, oak, evergreen 
walnut and silver maple, pleasant awning to this soft, 
leafy bed ; — who can tell us how many ages passed away, 
or what mighty convulsions, up-heavings, transforma- 
tions, took place after this picture of magnificence was 
begun, and before it was finished, as we behold it to- 
day ! A spot on which might fitly be reared a palace 



for a king : Solomon in all his glory could have added 
no embellishment which would not have rested grace- 
fully on this handy-work of God. A spot on which 
regal taste and opulence might never grow weary in con« 
structing gardens of pleasure : — where men might lov^ 
to dwell in their happiest moods, and the merry voice 
of children would blend in a sweet unison with the 
song of spring-birds, or make a pleasant harmony or 
the brightest summer day. 

We are assembled, nevertheless, to fence it off forevei 
from the labors of the husbandman, the noise of com- 
merce and all the precincts of living men, and to set il 
apart for the silent and perpetual abode of those whc 
pass away. These spacious and beautiful grounds, trav 
ersed already by graceful avenues and already markec 
off for individual proprietorship and occupancy, ar< 
sacred and dedicate, from this hour, as the exclusive 
domain of the dead. 

If the object were to ensure for this charming spot 
in perpetuity, the most diligent and varied annual cul 
ture, with ever-accumulating accessions of architectura 
elegance and picturesque embellishment, you could no 
do it so effectually in any other way. The proudes 
monuments of a living ambition crumble to a swif 
decay ; the sweetest pictures about the habitations of th( 
living fade, often, in a single generation, and lapse int< 
barrenness, or perish by the remorseless ploughshare o 
commercial enterprise : but that which we give to thi 



dead is sacred forever to verdure, and fragrance, and re- 
X>ose. From this day onward no other spot of equal area 
layour pleasant town will so certainly and so rapidly ad- 
vance in a varied and sweet attractiveness as this. 
Whoever would regale his sense with the first fragrant 
hyacinth that marks the return of spring will seek it 
here. The crocus, and daffodil, and polyanthus, loosed 
from their ice-bound, wintry graves, will have their 
first resurrection here. Nowhere in the gardens of the 
living will the rose and the honeysuckle be decked in 
more brilliant hues, or exhale richer perfumes than in 
this spacious garden of the dead. No other avenues 
shall wind among finer overhanging trees, or tempt the 
feet of those who can appreciate the handywork of 
God, by a more delicious shade. All this is made a 
thousand times more sure than any deed of trust or 
statute of the Commonwealth could make it by the 
purest and most stedfast affection of the human heart, 
that which we cherish for those who have passed for- 
ever away. 

There is a certain summer day when, among the green 
hills and mountains of South Wales, in the rustic 
ohurch-yard of the hamlet and the crowded cemetery of 
the city alike, every grave is profusely decked with fresh 
flowers, to wither and droop with the setting sun of 
that summer day, as the sleepers beneath withered and 
drooped, late or long ago. Nor will you ever hear from 
those sweet singers, the ancient Britons, a richer song 



than when the serried procession of friends and neigh- 
bors moves, with solemn steps and slow, to such a hal- 
lowed spot, chanting plaintively one of their pleasant 
Sabbath hymns : — 

"I would not live alway — live alway below ! 
O no, I '11 not linger, when bidden to go ; 
The days of our pilgrimage, granted us here, 
Are enough for life's woes, full enough for its cheer. 
Would I shrink from the paths which the prophets of God, 
Apostles and martyrs so joyfully trod ? 
While brethren and friends are all hastening home. 
Like a spirit unblest o'er the earth would I roam P" 

We never love so truly and so tenderly the friends 
God gives us here, as when they have gone before us to 
the land of silence ; we never do for them a gentle of- 
fice with less admixture of selfishness than when we 
plant flowers around their graves. The modem im- 
provements in our places of burial are, therefore, one 
of the most simple and beautiful operations of the great 
law of love in human hearts, and so a sure sign of ad- 
vancing civilization. The dreary and repulsivfe aspect 
of the early graveyards of New England was an acci- 
dent of circumstances, and in no sense an illustration 
of puritan character. Our fathers were men of a singu- 
larly varied and extensive culture, full of warm aflfec- 
tions and genial sympathies, elegant in their tastes, and 
of mature and large scholarship. They came to the 
wilderness from the homes of love and beauty. The 
primrose, and the lark, and the green hill-side, and the 
purling stream, were among the companions and teach- 



ers of their childhood, and treasured memories of all 
their following years. As they hollowed the first rude 
graves, and laid tenderly to rest, with the grand requiem 
of the sea, their Rose Standishes and their Madam Brad- 
fords, did they not bitterly remember the graceful yew 
tree and the decent monument, the green velvet-turf 
and smooth gravel paths, where their fathers and mothers 
were sleeping, with the venerable church and ivy-man- 
tled tower, hard by 1 They could not forget ; but men 
whose daily lot it was to contend with the undefined 
terrors of the wilderness, and the still more formidable 
inertness of glebe unbroken, and "forest primeval," had 
sinall time, and, very likely, small inclination to make 
pictures. They who had much ado to provide a com- 
fortable habitation for the living, could hardly have 
been expected to prepare picturesque abodes for their 
dead, albeit nobody ever loved their dead with an in- 
tenser love than they. It is no less than a grievous 
wrong to the memory of those same puritan fathers, and 
it is one of a cluster of wrongs, that we, their degener- 
ate children, have been so slow to vindicate their taste 
and culture, by embellishing that which their mighty 
feith redeemed from the desert-gloom of a thousand 
years, and rendered habitable for either living or dead. 
Had those men lived till now, they would have been our 
teachers in aesthetics, as they are our teachers and exam- 
ples in all the sturdy attributes of a manly and heroic 
Christian character ; and many a thing of beauty, which 
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we are only now cautiously beginning to plan, would have 
been finished by their plastic skill long ago. When the 
hand of taste and art, moved by a heart of love, shall have 
added to this spot, which we are assembled to dedicate, 
whatever is most in harmony with its ample and varied 
natural beauty, the whole will be a growth and develop- 
ment of the grand old puritan character hardly less than 
the churches and schools and colleges of New England. 

I know you will not be content to regard these 
grounds, with all their prospective and appropriate im- 
provements, as merely the heart's beautifiil expression 
of love for its dead. You will be ever seeking to trace 
amid these living pictures the perennial record of some 
particular truth in relation to man and his destiny. 

What shall it be ? That death and the grave are no 
fit subject for any but the most pleasant associations, to 
those who view the matter aright, in the light of phi- 
losophy and Christianity ? That there is nothing at all 
which should awaken gloom; but that, even as an infant 
child slumbers sweetly when its little day of pastime is 
ended, in the curtained chamber whose walls are hung 
with cheerful pictures, even so, when our life's brief day 
is succeeded by evening shades, and we lie down to rest, 
all around these silent halls should be as balmy as the 
breath of summer, and as beautiful and bright as sum- 
mer flowers ? 

Alas, the first bereaved heart that comes hither with 
its dead will dissipate forever all such gossamer illusions 



as that ! No, death, to all living, is a gigantic evil, al- 
ways and everywhere man's most dreaded foe. All his 
attributes are terrible. The eldest bom of sin, you can- 
not invest him with attractiveness, you cannot make 
him otherwise than stem and awful in his aspect. His 
eye is cruel malice, his hand is hard and cold, his pres- 
ence withers every flower, consumes all fruitfulness, his 
very breath is contagion, and his slightest touch pain, 
and faintness, and blasting, and desolation. Sorry com- 
panionship is that of death and the grave for summer 
beauty and song of birds, fragrant flowers and ripening 
fruits ! Search out in the heavens and the earth and 
the deep seas, and tell us, what is more bitter than 
death, what is more cruel than the grave? Ask the 
young mother as she waters with her plentiful tears 
the fresh rose-buds she is leaving on the grave of her 
first-bom ; or let the young wife answer, bending in 
agony over her husband's coffin. 

We are here, nevertheless, with the express purpose 
to dedicate this most attractive spot as the peculiar and 
exclusive habitation of death, a land of graves. Shall 
it not, for all that, be more beautiful than ever, and 
grow in beauty year by year 1 Shall not the birds sing 
among these branches their richest song, and rear in 
leafy arbors, their happy young ? All the long sum- 
mer gayest flowers shall bloom, under glorious skies 
and crystal showers ; the air shall be filled with fra- 
grance ; autumn shall put on her magnificent attire ; 
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and winter snows, spread, as an ample covering, above 
the ever growing multitude of the sleepers, shall sparkle 
in the sun, exceeding beautiful in its celestial white- 
ness. 

These things are fitting all, most fitting, as the dec- 
orations of the grave, the dreary, silent, remorseless 
grave. The close intermingling of things so diverse is 
not a sentiment, nor an illusion, but a simple truth, 
which all men believe and know, because it is taught 
them by every day's experience from age to age, since 
the beginning of the world. It is, that ever since the 
expulsion from Eden death makes his relentless raid 
continually into all the precincts of beauty and fruitful- 
ness and joy. It needed no Christ, no Plato to teach 
us this. 

** Death rides on every passing breeze, 
And lurks in every flower ; 
Each season has its own disease, 
Its peril every hour." 

Into every dwelling place of the living he comes 
alike, the abode of many children, and the home of the 
newly married; the cottage of the lowly, the gilded 
chambers of the rich, the palaces of kings. You can- 
not have failed to note a beautiful and touching memo- 
rial of this fact in the burial of Jesus. When the dark 
crime of Judas had reached its frightful consummation, 
and a resting place was to be secured for the dead body 
descending from the cross, we are told, in the simple 
eloquence of the Bible, that " in the place where he was 
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crucified there was a garden, and in the garden a new 
sepulchre. There laid they Jesus." In the garden a 
new sepulchre ! So is it always and everywhere on this 
sin-stricken earth, and it is no more than a becoming 
recognition of this truth that you decomte these grounds, 
and set them apart forever, a resting place for your 
dead. 

There is another, and still higher truth of which 
man's tender regard for the dead is, unconsciously, it 
may be, an expression and indelible record. In our 
hearts' deep affection our friends never live so truly as 
when they have passed away from our sight. These 
shady arbors, with their sculptured monuments, will 
tell that it is only a partial and temporary dominion of 
death we acknowledge. No shrine to annihilation and 
dreary non-existence shall be erected here. When 
Jairus comes weeping and inscribes on the pale marble 
"My Daughter !" and shades it with rose, and myrtle, 
and branches ever green, does he know and understand 
that this is only the unfolding of a scroll on which God 
has written "The maid is not dead, but sleepeth!" 
This old and ineffaceable hand-writing of God in human 
hearts hath been overspread by dense, ever-thickening 
shadows, as when the darkness of a clouded and gloomy 
midnight blots out the beautiful landscape; — buried 
deep under the accumulating debris of sin, like the 
records of Nineveh and Herculaneum. Christ, in the 
gospel, dissipates the darkness, brings to light the buried 
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record ; and then we read, in the clear beam of this 
rising sun, "Life and Immortality !'' 

This spacious cemetery, then, which we consecrate 
to-day, shall be far more than a peaceful receptacle for 
lifeless forms returning to their kindred dust : it shall 
be far more than a spot where the children of sorrow 
shall remember blighted hopes and perished joys : a 
broad and pictured tablet it shall be, on which shall be 
read, in the bright sunbeam, evermore, the ample and 
ineffaceable inscription of the great truth of man's im- 
mortality. All of life and beauty that is here shall be 
so many sweet symbols. With each returning spring- 
time the clothing anew of the naked branches in a rich 
and abundant foliage will foreshadow the day when the 
sleepers underneath shall be "clothed upon, and mortal- 
ity be swallowed up of life," and all the merry spring 
birds will sing it in their song. He who comes hither, 
and, with a gentle hand, deposits the dry and withered 
seed in its little grave, and from that little grave there 
rises up what he planted, in such new body as God 
giveth, living and fragrant and beautiful, shall hear a 
voice saying to his heart, " So also is the resurrection of 
the dead." The winter so cold and dreary, when the 
foliage is faded and fallen, and the birds have ceased 
to sing, and all is desolation and death, how quickly it 
passes away, and a new creation envelopes us ! That 
withered seed which you buried, the shadows of the 
night fell upon it and there was nothing to mark the 
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spot where it lay ; but lo, in a little while, it re-appears, 
in a marvelous symmetry and grace, of which there was 
no prophecy in that which you buried. "So also is the 
resurrection of the dead !" 

**A little while, a little while, 
And the dark grave shall yield its trust ; 
Yea, render every atom up 
Of human dust.** 

" Sown in corruption ; raised in incorruption :" " sown 
in weakness; raised in power:" "this mortal" clothed 
with "immortality;" and "death swallowed up in vic- 
tory." 

You did not send for me to preach, and I am not 
going to do it, neither is there any need. The sermon 
is in the occasion, and many times more eloquent and 
impressive than I could give. When the present serv- 
ice is ended, and we retire from these grounds, can we 
forget how soon some who are here now will come 
again, not as they came to-day, but borne by weeping 
friends, to be laid in the narrow bed for the long, long 
sleep : and how rapidly, when the first grave shall have 
been opened to receive its tenant, this silent assembly, 
gathered one by one from among the living, will become 
a great multitude ? 

Who shall come hither first to take possession for the 
dead ? Age, with its weariness and its locks of gray, 
or the rosy infant ; manhood it its prime, or youth in 
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its early bloom ; parent or ^child ; brother or sister ; 
the bridegroom or the bride, who can tell ? 

Are we not reminded, too, of many things which 
Jesus and his prophets and apostles spake concerning 
our character and conduct here, as affecting our destiny 
far and forever beyond the grave ? " Whatsoever a man 
soweth, that shall he also reap." " There is no work, 
nor device, nor knowledge, nor wisdom, in the grave, 
whither thou goest." " Marvel not at this : for the hour 
is coming, in the which all that are in the graves 
shall hear his voice, and shall come forth : they that 
have done good unto the resurrection of life, and they 
that have done evil " — what should their resurrection 
be? ''I am the resurrection and the life ; he that be- 
lieveth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live ; 
and whosoever liveth and believeth in me, shall never 
die." 

"Oh that each in the day of his coming may say, 

*I have fought my way through ; 
I have finished the work thou didst give to do :* 
Oh that each from his Lord may receive the glad word, 

'Well and faithfully done ! 
Enter into my joy and sit down on my throne !' " 
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APPENDIX. 



At a town meeting held Oct. 3d, 1859, permission was given to 
locate a cemetery on the West shore of Winthrop Pond, on the spot 
designated by the Commissioners for the purpose, the Hon. Levi 
Lincoln, and the Hon. John S. Sleeper. At a meeting of the 
stockholders in the newly located cemetery, held on Oct. 26th, pur- 
suant to a warrant duly served by A. Leland, Esq., Justice of the 
Peace, in and for the County of Middlesex, the association organ- 
ized as a corporation under a constitution, and with the following 
Board of Trustees. 

Geo. E. Johnson, Luther Bellows, 

S. Morse Cutler, Austin G. Fitch, 

Seth Thayer, Wm. R. Thayer. 
Chas. C. Jewett, 

At an adjourned meeting, it was unanimously voted ; that, "The 
rural cemetery recently established on the West side of Winthrop 
Lake shall be called, and known by the name of 'Lake Grove.' " 

Lake Grove is situated about one mile South of the Town House. 
Thfe tract of land was purchased of Uriel Cutler, S. Morse Cutler, 
and Elijah Kingsbury, and is about 18 J acres in extent. Easy 
access from Highland St. is furnished by a thoroughly made avenue. 
The soil is rich, and the surface of the land diversified by hills and 
dells. The natural growth of trees consists of chestnuts, oaks, 
maples, walnuts and pines. Lake Winthrop, which bounds the 
grounds on the East, contains about 400 acres, and presents a shore 
line picturesquely varied by height and inlet. The avenues and 
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walks have been tantefully laid out under the supervision of Robert 
Murry, landscape gardener. 

Lake Grove was consecrated with religious services Friday, June 
Ist, 1860. Although the weather was unfavorable, the two previous 
days having been rainy, and the day of consecration being overcast, 
a large concourse assembled at the hour to join in the procession 
formed on the grounds. The Reading of Scriptures and the Prayers 
were strikingly appropriate to the interesting and solemn occasion, 
and the singing of the hymns by the united choirs of the town 
was of rare excellence and beauty. A chaste and hallowed recol- 
lection of the day will linger in the minds of all present. 

The following was the order of services of the consecration, 

I.— Invocation. By Rev. D. Richards. 

II.— Reading of Scriptures. By Rev. T. Morong. 

III. — Hymn. Selected and altered for the occasion. 

Fair, sacred Orove, our feet are led 

Up to thy solemn shades to-day, 
To found a city for the dead, 

From life's commotion far away. 
Here Art with Nature will unite, 
To fill the heart with pure delight. 

A skilful hand these paths hath traced. 
O'er hillocks green, through grove and lawn, 

Where once the happy **red man" chased 
The nimble deer and timid fawn, 

Where oft he roamed, beneath this shade, 

Shall we to our last rest be laid. 

Along these paths will soon appear 

The peaceful dwellings of the dead ; 
All rauKs will find a level here. 

One pillow and one common bed ; 
O'er all alike, the plaintive breeze 
Will sweetly murmur through the trees. 

The smiling lake the bank will lave. 

Serenely calm as their deep sleep ; 
Its influence gently o'er the grave 

Subdue the grief of those who weep. 
And speak of peace on that far shore 
Where we shall meet our loved once more. 

God of this welcome summer day ! 

God of the living and the dead ! 
Vouchsafe thy presence ; ever may 

We by thy watchful care be led, 
Till we shall mount to realms above 
And know the fulness of thy love. 
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•IV.— Addbess. By Rev. J. C. BodwelL 

v.— Hymn. Selected. 

Home of the coming dead ! 
The spot whereon we tread 

Is hallowed ground : 
Here earth, in sacred trust 
Shall hold their sleeping dust 
Until her bonds they burst, 

Aud rise unbound. 

Here shall the weary rest, 
And souls, with woes oppressed 

No more shall weep : 
And youth and age shall come, 
And beauty in her bloom, 
And manhood, to the tomb. 

Sweet be their sleep. 

Around their lowly bed 

Shall flowers their fragrance shed, 

And birds shall sing : 
On every verdant mound 
Love's offering shall be found. 
And sighing trees around 

Their shadows fling. 

And there 's a holier light ! 
Hope, with her taper bright. 

On every tomb, 
Points upward to the sky : 
There every tear is dry, 
/ There is no mourner's sigh. 

Nor death, nor gloom. 

YL — Consecrating Prayer. By Rev. J. T. Tucker. 
VII.— DoxoLOQY, L. M. Sung by the Congregation. 
VIIL— Benediction. 



The first sale of lots was Saturday, June 2d. 
The first interment was June 12th. 



